40                    THE GOLDEN TREASURY

Heartless she is as the shadow in the meadows

Flying to the hills on a blue and breezy noon.
No, she is athirst and drinking up her wonder:

Earth to her is young as the slip of the new moon.      20
Deals she an unkindness, 'tis hut her rapid measure,

Even as in a dance; and her smile can heal no less:
Like the swinging May-cloud that pelts the flowers with
hailstones

Off a sunny border, she was made to bruise and bless.

Stepping down the hill with her fair companions,           25

Arm in arm, all against the raying West,
Boldly she sings, to the merry tune she marches,

Brave in her shape, and sweeter unpossess'd.
Sweeter, for she is what my heart first awaking

Whisper'd the world was; morning light is she.         30
Love that so desires would fain keep her changeless;

Fain would fling the net, and fain have her free.

G. Meredith.

28                                                                         CCCLXVII

A BIRTHDAY

MY heart is like a singing bird

Whose nest is in a watered shoot:
My heart is like an apple-tree

Whose boughs are bent with thickset fruit;
My heart is like a rainbow shell                             5

That paddles in a halcyon sea;
My heart is gladder than all these

Because my love is come to me.

Raise me a dais of silk and down;

Hang it with vair and purple dyes;                  10

Carve it in doves and pomegranates,

And peacocks with a hundred eyes.